

Preface

In a future not too far flung, humanity has progressed to a stage where almost all production and provision of society’s needs is automated. With no need to work, all citizens are instead driven to find lifestyles that fulfil their own and each other’s fundamental desires. This is achieved through the medium of an overruling system of artificial intelligences and mathematical algorithms which record vast amounts of data about each individual from the moment they are born; working out precisely where they will most comfortably fit into the lives of everyone else.

Medical science has also made great leaps, to the degree in which the Grand Algorithm can manipulate hormone provision and expression in all those under its control… Shaping their bodies and minds to perfectly fit the role it determines they are destined to fill. Citizens age slowly and rarely suffer any sort of malady, with immortality being considered a very real possibility in the next decade or so. Ideas like gender division are considered childish and old fashioned, with what genitalia and pronouns an individual uses dependant more on the lifestyle they lead than whatever was attached when they were born.

There are still inequalities and divisions within society though. Having emerged from the cocoon of free market capitalism, society is still very much tiered by class and overshadowed by corporate elitism… with the commodities sold simply having changed entirely toward ‘entertainment’ in one fashion or another. The rich are seemingly deemed fit to stay so by the Algorithm, the middle classes content enough to spend their entire lives devoted to any perversion that might take their fancy. This self-centred outlook leaves little interest in raising a family, so any children they do produce are generally given over to group ‘Homes’ wherein they are looked after and raised by those who have been determined to actually enjoy parenting. These young men and women are, of course, then sorted into roles that provide for their progenitors desires… thus continuing the cycle.

Our story picks up at the end of one such young man’s first day of education at Madame Stanfield’s prestigious academy for 1st Class slutwives. Jesse is at a turning point in his life, having just met fellow classmates Suzy, Franceska and Lizzy. He is just beginning to come to terms with what his new life as nothing more than a sex toy for his domineering elders will look like. Heading back towards his dormitory in Home 23, he wants nothing more than to just jump back into the arms of his best friend, roommate and now lover: Betsy.


This story is a work of submissive erotic fiction and as such touches on subjects that some may find offensive, including but not limited to: homosexuality, feminization, sexual abuse, sexual slavery, grey-area consent and abuse of power.

All characters are over the age of 18 and unrelated. Their consent for all sexual acts is assumed, but not always explicitly stated. The author does not support any real world examples of any of the behaviour or ideologies represented within.

This is a piece of erotic entertainment aimed at those who wish to enjoy the fantasy of submission, not encouragement for those who seek to oppress others.

This story and all characters and settings within are copyrighted property of the author.

The cover image was generated using Midjourney.com and is also property of the author.
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Chapter 1: Shockingly Delayed

“Look, see! There’s one now… what’d I tell you? This. is. the. spot!” 

The raucous voice drew Jesse out of his daze, leading his attention up to a gaggle of young men sitting on a wall above the street. Their mismatched clothes and unwashed hair told him immediately what they were… Dropouts. Delinquent runaways who had escaped from the Home system before, or at the point that: the Algorithm decided their fate. Looked down upon by society at large, they generally squatted in vacant properties. Surviving day to day by petty thievery or sympathetic handouts and avoiding the corporate security forces wherever they could. 

This particular group seemed to be comprised of four boys, all about his own age, who were crowded around a flexitab one of them held. 

“Well, can you jack her?! Is it working?!” 

“Back off! I’ve been keeping this fucking thing unlocked since I swiped it, I just gotta… Yeah, look! There we go!” 

Jesse was trying to hurry past while they were distracted… Until he suddenly got a glimpse of his own face, seen backwards through the translucent screen. They were connecting themselves to his own collar! He froze in panic just staring at them… when a familiar series of overwhelming spasms took hold. Jolting down through his spine and snapping all of his limbs rock solid. They had bought access to the electro-shock controls! 

“Hahaaaa! Look at her go!” One of the teens laughed mercilessly. “That’s worth all this waiting around, for sure!” 


“I don’t know about that…” Said a larger one, leaning over the shoulder of the boy in control. “What else can it do?” 

Jesse felt the sensations boiling through him change rapidly, as they played with all the settings; seemingly at random. One instant his skin was on fire with pins and needles. The next there was some sort of deep throb, right in the bowels of his prostate. He dropped to his hands and knees, gasping. His little cock had lurched into full erectness but a long, feminine moan seemed to slip from the very pits of his soul, out between his lips. 

“Okay that’s pretty hot…” Was the only muted response from the now enthralled watchers. They pressed some more buttons and Jesse found himself rocking back and forth with his arms across his chest and back scraping against the concrete. An orgasm took hold and he felt his penis flapping out from beneath his skirt, spurting semen into the air like a fountain… only to rain back down onto his own legs and belly. 

“Aww… this one’s a dude…” Came the judgement from above, disappointment plain in at least that member of his tormentors. 

“Don’t look or sound like any dude I know…” Shrugged the biggest one, leering back at the tablet. “So, can you pay for us to fuck her or what?” 

Jesse stared into the blue sky far above. The adrenaline from his orgasm enough to clear his thoughts for a moment at least… if not return the use of his splayed limbs. Was this really happening, right on the sidewalk of a public street? How could they get away with this?! Why was no-one helping him?! In one of the most advanced and constantly under surveillance city-states the world over… He was about to be raped on a stolen credit card… 


Chapter 2: Rained On and Stepped Over

“Nah… ‘fraid who's ever tab this is was smart enough to put a limit on quick-payments. We can afford the shock stuff or some pictures, but that’s about it… And I wouldn’t just do it anyway, by the way… Y’know how quick that collar’ll call in the Corpos if it thinks you’re taking more than's owed!” 


The cool, calm voice of this smaller teen. Who actually had hold of the device causing him so much misery, surprised Jesse. He half felt the boy was more interested in the workings of the tablet itself… than what it was doing to him. The others, however, were still very much still focussed on his writhing self. 

“Well that blows… What’s the point if all we can do is watch as he spazzes out and jizzes himself in broad daylight?” 

“I mean you said it yourself… All those noises he’s making and the way he’s rolling around is pretty hot. No-one’ll care if we just jack off over a whore who happens to be lying in the street, right?” 

“Oh yeah, that should be fine… I can just leave this running on full power and ditch the tab before they track it. I expect it’ll time-out at some point and let him go, but we’ll be well gone by then.” 

Jesse could follow this track of decisions in the back of his mind, but his conscious thoughts had been completely overwritten by over-stimulation. He could feel his eyes glazing over as the delinquents closed in. Casting dark, looming shadows over his prostrate form. 

He could barely keep track of how long they stood there, each with his own meat in hand as they watched him wriggle and moan. At one point it simply began raining: Warm, sticky splatters which glued themselves to his forehead, chest or cheeks. Then he was left alone. Still completely unable to move as electric pulses drove through his body and met right in the middle of that confusing line between pleasure and pain. He must have orgasmed himself; several more times. The feel of his own ejaculate, trickling down his thighs… Was somehow worse than the leavings of others he now wore. 

Several passersby walked over and around him as he lay across the sidewalk, but most barely glanced at him. He was just another discarded slut, after all… They simply assumed he had been left there for a reason. One middle-aged office lady offered him a pitying smile… but that was the nearest thing to kindness he saw. 

Finally, after an unfathomable space in time of which he could attach no measurement to… The teen found himself able to heave himself upright once more. The shocks might have subsided half an hour ago, for all he knew… Now was still the first moment he was able to stand. His hair hung loose and tangled around his face, the neat braid having fallen out completely. He wiped what semen he could find from his features… but there always seemed to be another blob caught in his fringe, or sliding down beneath his top. 

Jesse limped away toward the Maglev station… fairly certain not much could go worse with the rest of his first day at a new school. 


Chapter 3: Strong Arms

The rest of Jesse’s journey home was mostly uneventful. Slouched on the seat of the Maglev carriage, he felt the air-conditioned plastic stick to his naked ass-cheeks. His unprotected cock still dribbled little trickles of fluid out onto his own milky thighs; remembering how many times it had been pushed to climax while he lay paralysed upon the sidewalk. The teen knew he must look a shameful display. Hair sticking out at all angles and obvious off-white stains scattered across his skirt and shirt. For a brief moment he saw his own face pop up once again, on the screen of someone opposite… A sharp stab of fear gripped his chest. But whoever it was, was just browsing, and moved on to other pages without passing the real boy a glance. 

Once safely through the lobby doors of Home 23, he practically ran straight into George in his hurry to get to the elevator. The tallest and most conventionally handsome young man in block H caught hold of Jesse as he nearly collapsed in pure relief of just being home. He helped the smaller, trembling figure into the tight, metal box and let him lean against his chest as the room began to move. 

“Whoa dude… tough first day then, I guess?” Jesse felt the eyes of his fellow teen roam up and down his body and screamed internally that this was who had found him in such a state. 

George kept talking to fill the silence. Trying to bridge the gaping void: “Yeah… mine wasn’t great either. They’re making me into some high-class escort for rich, old ladies and this one teacher has already taken a hell of a shine to me… She kept me just with her all day and practically put my spine outta…” 

He tapered off, looking down into the watery eyes of his dishevelled companion. Jesse didn’t want him to stop talking. The feel of those words rumbling out through his muscled chest was comforting, just in itself. But George clearly felt his own struggles were a little condescending when compared to the state of Jesse. 


“I guess it’s a bit different for you though, huh? …Who'd've thought? Feisty, little Jesse… dressed up like the sauciest tramp around. S’pose we shoulda seen it coming… You always were pretty… For a guy I mean…” 

The taller boy ran a hand awkwardly through his neatly-trimmed hair. Suddenly, everything that had happened today seemed to ease its weight off Jesse’s shoulders a little. He couldn’t explain it, but things just seemed a little brighter, somehow. He felt like he could stand on his own two feet again… but didn’t, for a moment… Staying pinned to the supporting strength that was offered, gazing up through unconsciously-fluttered lashes. 

George had always been a kind, if straightforward presence around the Home. Blissfully uninterested in most of the small squabbles and petty politics which occasionally swept through the halls... Though he himself was often a focus for more than a little of it. His roommate was one Cynthia: a self-imposed queen-bee attempt. Who never seemed to realise that such a position would require at least some degree of… charisma. Her only really successful method of lording over any of the other residents seemed to be the impressive pair of lungs she had for bouncing muffled squeals through the walls, as the most sought-after man on block H was laying into her every evening. Betsy had last night revealed the bitch had been assigned to become a ‘Masseuse (2nd Class)’ and had promptly begun wearing incredibly tight yoga-pants at all times. Betsy had also made several more comments about being able to sketch the contours of certain aspects of the girl’s anatomy after only seeing her once… but Jesse avoided the thought. 

The elevator arrived at their floor and the two of them detached to head off in opposite directions. Jesse announced a desperate need for a shower, to which George could only laughingly agree. 

“You do smell a bit like other dudes, Jess… I wasn’t going to mention.” 

With that, the taller boy wandered off down the corridor… not noticing the devastatedly-red face Jesse grew in his wake. 


Chapter 4: The Lives of the Farmed

At last making it back to his own bedroom, Jesse only really intended to grab a change of clothes before heading to the showers. Betsy was there though, and as soon as she saw the state of him, he was dragged immediately into a suffocating embrace. She had been lying oddly upon her bed… naked, with a cushion under her hips and her feet halfway up the wall. Scrawled trails of marker pen seemed to be smudged across her skin, but Jesse didn't get much of a chance to work out what that was about. 

"I have to stay like this for homework… It helps increase the chances of insemination." She said, while still insisting Jesse lie his head upon the pillows of her bosom and tell her everything that had happened. 


With his knees on the floor and face buried in a valley of soft flesh, Jesse recounted the up and down trials of his day. By the end the tears had returned a little. Remembering the feel of rough concrete beneath him as stranger after stranger just walked on by. When all was said and done, Betsy cried "Oh, my poor baby!" and pulled him into a long and deep kiss. 

The young man could taste what he realised must have been other men's cocks upon her tongue as she pushed it around his mouth. The alien flavours so strong that they almost made him gag a bit. Just how many must she have sucked upon, to make it so? He awoke to the fact that he'd been so busy complaining about his own troubles… that he hadn't asked Betsy about hers. Guilt of that selfishness hounded him until she finally broke off the kiss, pulling her little 'lapping away his tears' trick again like a mother cat with her young. 

"Oh, nowhere near as... exciting as yours." she said. "They stripped us all down and took measurements of this and that… shoving some quite large and awkward things up inside of me. The training centre had all these representatives of the various breeding-centre corporations looking down on us from above, picking out who they might buy as they made us do stretches or jog up and down. A couple of the girl's got picked out and branded right away… but I wasn't one of those…" 

Betsy tried to make this sound like an off-hand comment, but her friend could hear the slight hint of bruised pride behind. He got the distinct feeling that the girl did not find the requirements of being a good breeding sow as easy to meet, as those of being a top-of-the-class student. She'd been a teacher's pet for so long that coming in middle-of-the-pack, with no textbook she could spend all night reading to catch up… was a jarring thought. 

"They introduced us to some of the best breeders from various 'farms' and got us to um… suckle… on them during lunch." This clearly had been another shock to the system for the girl. She blushed bright red at some unseen memory, before speaking rapidly for a bit to escape it: 

"There seems to be a whole lot of superstition wrapped up in the whole industry… not just science. They seem to think that us drinking the excess breast milk of successful breeders will make us better as well! I'm not so sure that's how it works but… Sandra was very lovely… She's just given up her 20th baby and is possibly moving out of the city to a smaller centre in the country. Apparently, out where the AI farms grow most of our food, there's little villages of mechanics and engineers who still have to fix things when they break down. Breeders sent out that way get to raise their children to a much older age and are more sort of embedded in the community. People'll come right up and book them privately to have a child for them… so they can then trade it into the system for a certain type of slut they want. It's a lot more old-fashioned and wild out there. They don't trust the Algorithm much at all…" 

It was clear that this ‘Sandra’ had made quite the impression on Betsy… Jesse had never heard her speak so enthusiastically about anyone other than, well, him. He surprised himself with a flash of… jealousy? at that thought. The girl carried on. Though she seemed a lot less interested in relaying the details of the rest of her day. 

"Then they lined me and the girls up and all the representatives tried us out for the rest of the afternoon. It seemed like this was a big, looked-forward-to event on their calendar… They were all given free beers and pens to write on us and stuff. It was like a big party where we were just fucked over and over again by whoever happened to wander up." 

There was a glazed look in her eyes. Fairly similar to the one Jesse was sure he'd worn… as he was masturbated onto in the middle of a busy street. He looked down and realised he'd been lying on the words 'Sloppy Bitch' scrawled in unsteady hand onto Betsy's belly. The rest of her was a mess of similar poetry: written anywhere and everywhere they had felt like it. His wonderful genius of a friend… turned into little more than a notebook for cruel morons. 


Chapter 5: What Lies Above

Betsy persuaded Jesse to get some food in, before falling asleep or going for a shower. So he sat with her in the bustling canteen, dressed in a long t-shirt and fresh pair of panties… but still distinctly aware of the occasional flaking patch of dried semen on his skin. Not that he could really complain. She still had ‘I love Big Cock’ printed across her forehead and hardly seemed to care. They ate in companionable silence, the warm meal bringing back a little energy to sorely-tired limbs. Jesse couldn’t help wondering if whatever was laced in it was going to make him start growing breasts like Suzy now… or force him to dwell on the feel of his face against George’s chest, more than he already was. No-one else from Block H seemed to be present, though there was a general air of exhaustion hanging over all the older teens present. They weren’t the only block to have just graduated on to newer things. 

After taking it upon herself to take the trays away… Betsy came back grinning and waving something white in her hand at him. “Follow me Jess-Jess! I’ve got a surprise for you…” 

She turned and led the way towards the elevator without looking back. Leaving the boy to drag himself up and after, following her swaying hips in bleary curiosity. The number she pressed on the control panel was for a floor much higher up than their own, causing Jesse some great deal of confusion. He’d never really been one for exploring any of the other sections of their multi-storey home, though he knew some of the more confident residents wandered between all of them forming great friendships and rivalries. This seemed higher up than any of the Blocks A through Z though… right up into the sections he’d always thought were off-limits to them. Sure enough, when the elevator stopped… the doors refused to open. That is, until Betsy waved the plastic keycard she’d been holding. 

The metal panels slid aside to reveal a corridor that seemed a lot cleaner and well-maintained than the one of Block H. There were even real potted plants dotted into little alcoves along the walls. 

“Are we allowed to be up here?” Quailed Jesse, his natural aversion to breaking rules jumping into high gear at the unnatural quiet and serenity up here. 

“If we have a permission card from one of the matrons…” Smiled Betsy. “This is their floor… Daniel’s let me come up here once or twice before, when I needed some space to... study or stuff.” 

She gave her shorter friend a little push out through the doors, before taking the lead again. “Come on… There’s not going to be anybody up here right now. They’ll all be down on the Blocks, doing their job. There’s something I want to show you…” 

Turning several corners and ignoring a series of doors with, indeed, the names of several matrons lit up on small screens next to them… The tall girl found the one she was looking for. Waving the card again: she unlocked the portal to a wide and tiled space, filled with the conspicuous scent of water and cleanliness. Jesse couldn't believe his eyes. Before them lay an empty bathroom all to themselves; complete with several, large tubs jutting out from the walls… Each large enough for three to four full-grown adults to bathe in. 

"This is where they all relax after a long, hard day of dealing with us." Laughed Betsy. "Along with any Home-kids they think they can trust… or want to persuade to stay the night up here…" 


Jesse's mind instantly flashed back to a couple of times over the last month that his best friend had been conspicuously absent from their room as he went to bed. He had accepted and assumed that she had just been offered somewhere quieter to study before graduation… but now he realised that might have been a naive idea of her relationship with Daniel. 

Still… he could easily see how the prospect of soaking your bones for an hour in hot, foaming water and gentile company; rather than the constant, jostling scrum for a free nozzle in the showers down below… might be enough to lure anyone. He himself had always had a habit of waiting until the depths of night to sneak out and wash. Uncomfortable with being trapped in hot, steamy confines with the larger, more boisterous blockmates. Jesse didn't need to be told twice to throw aside his clothing as Betsy began turning on taps and selecting through options of scent and bubbling soap. 


Chapter 6: Selling One’s Image

Jesse felt his troubles melt away as he lay back against Betsy’s naked embrace, both of them submerged in a miracle of hot and bubbling water. There had been a period of serious and intense scrubbing earlier… where at points he had felt like the girl might be trying to remove all his skin. But, now they could just dissolve into the simple pleasure of each other’s company. Senses filled to the brim with randomly-selected fragrances of possibly-extinct flowers from far off lands, and the tingling sensations of bath salts sprinkled over-liberally throughout. 

Betsy was running a comb through his hair with the same gentle, fastidious attention as when she had just ran soapy fingers around the contours of his penis; pulling back his foreskin and diligently exploring beneath the glans. She washed his sexual organs like a mother washed behind the ears of her newborn. Now the long, regular scratch of plastic prongs lulled him into almost a trance. Each slow, careful motion dragging the loose, tangled strands of his soul back into order. 

"I can't believe I'm going to have to pay to play with you from now on…" She muttered, admiring the look of the tight, black choker around her best friend's neck nonetheless. 

After the previous night… Jesse was not quite so upset about that turn of events. He liked their secret little games of touching through the darkness of course... But, deep down, he had to admit he preferred these quiet, softly-sensual moments with her… More than the hungry, horny times when she pinned him down and took her fill. A wave of guilt quickly followed. He felt selfish to even hold such considerations. 

Betsy had already moved on though… She was playing with the controls on the side of the bath, which projected a screen onto the wall above. It was presumably there so that the matrons could watch movies or such while relaxing, but Jesse soon saw his own face pop up again. She was connecting their bath to his collar. For the first time, he could properly see the page that laid all his assets out for rent at just the click of a button. He half expected the girl to immediately buy herself another bellyful of him… but instead she explored some of the other sections. 


"There's already photos of me?" He exclaimed, surprised. "When did they take those?" 

There was an option to sign up for a monthly subscription and gain access to 'all content this pupil generates'. Betsy immediately clicked this and let the bio-reader scan her details. 

Jesse was a little confused, didn't she already see enough of him? "You're actually going to pay for that?" He asked, though at least a little bit curious about what might already be on there himself. 

"Of course! Seems like it'll be the best way to keep an eye on you…" Betsy's words were teasing, but something in her eyes told him she wasn't entirely joking. Just how much of his new school life was going to now be streamed straight to her? 

Luxuries in the year 2192 were now entirely purchased with an individual's underlying credit score. A sort of continually-shifting balance of their benefits to society above and beyond that which was generally expected of them. Housing, food and other necessities were all automatically provided according to one's role. However anything additional over that had to be earned. For students of the Homes, this meant by maintaining perfect attendance, achieving higher grades and providing extra services around their Home. 

Naturally, this meant that Betsy was actually one of the richer teens around. Forever top of her classes and offering to help tutor other students, or sign up for extra chores. She just never seemed to spend any of it… except on buying extra clothes for Jesse to wear. The boy was perpetually in a state of feeling he had to wear a set of particularly short shorts, or a tight-fitting dress… because he would never have been able to afford them on his own. At least this was her getting something for herself… he guessed. 


Chapter 7: A Portfolio of Perversions

Jesse was dumbfounded by the sheer number of candid photos of him already saved to the network and his collar. Every inch of that school must be laced with micro-cameras… automatically calculating at every moment whether an image was worth preserving. There were shots of him entering the school looking tremblingly nervous. Shots of him lined up with all the others, having Betsy's underwear stripped from him and the silver-chained buttplug inserted. Shots up his skirt as he walked through the hallways and shots of him sat side by side with Fran and the others, chatting and urinating. There was even one taken, clearly by a passing drone… as he lay sprawled out on the sunny-sidewalk, paralysed and dripping with semen. 

He couldn't believe it. Every single humiliating moment he went through was being commodified and sold. The true meaning of Ms Julian's insistence that they were all now 'school property' came into light. He didn't even own himself as an IP anymore… Every step he took was just another opportunity for them to catch a sellable flash of his smooth, thin legs. Bath or not… the boy suddenly felt filthier than he ever had before. His skin itched with the notion of a thousand unseen, curved-glass eyes. 

"Ooh, look… I'm actually the second person to subscribe to you…" Betsy didn’t seem to register his discomfort at all. She was too drawn in and fascinated by this new level of access to his privacy. “They’ve picked out a few pictures and categorised them…” 

Who could it possibly be? One of the leering old men on the Maglev? One of the boys who had abused him? Jesse was suddenly aware that the school wouldn’t bother dredging through all these lurid collections of images they collected. Those carefully curated show-reels that Ms Julian had brought up from the elegant third year’s collar must have been built up by fans. Random passers-by who had bought access to his endless debasements and then dedicated their evenings to trawling through them… picking favourites, sharing comments. It was all very disturbing for an effeminate teen who was self-conscious at the best of times. Seeing image after image of himself red-faced and blushing, with his little cock peeking out from under his skirt and a chain trailing out behind. 

Betsy’s eyes however, had lit up with wonder. She zoomed in on image after image, diligently tagging them as ‘cute’ or ‘flirty’ or ‘ass-flash’. Openly spying on the interactions he’d had with students or teachers, or leaving heart-eyed emojis as a comment on an image of his winking star of an anus being prepared for its first ever invasion. Jesse even felt her reach down between his own legs to reach herself underneath, playing with the folds between her thighs at the sight of him previously being punished and humiliated… Even while he was sat on her lap right now. He didn’t think there was a situation that could possibly get more emasculating. He squirmed for any avenue of escape from this... without upsetting her. 

“What’s that blinking thing in the corner?” He asked, pointing to a little red exclamation mark flashing on and off. Betsy was suitably intrigued herself to try clicking on it. 

“It says ‘1 homework task pending: fellatio’” She read, returning quickly to her previous engagement. 

“Oh shit!” Jesse squawked, trying to splash his way free of the girl’s restraining arm. “I’ve got to find someone’s cock to suck tonight... before I can go to bed!” 


This, Betsy sounded distinctly un-interested in… but she let him jump free of the bath at least. “Well, Daniel should be back in his office by now… maybe ask him? I’m just gonna stay here... for a bit longer…” 

Jesse could already see her being reabsorbed into editing his digital portfolio, as he quickly towelled himself dry. The movements of that hand beneath the water growing in pace. That image stuck with him as he ran for the elevator. Along with the constant knowledge that, somewhere behind: his best friend was masturbating herself into a fervour over pictures of him being used and abused. 


Chapter 8: A Man Drained Dry

Jesse practically burst through the unlocked door into Daniel’s office. All he really wanted to do was go to bed and sleep off the stresses of the day… But he dare not fail to achieve his very first ever homework assignment! Certainly not after already being punished for missing half of his first lesson. 

“I need some help with my homework, can I please suck your...” He began, before rapidly pulling short. 

Daniel was indeed sat at his desk… but so was Claire. He had the small, flexible girl’s knees up to about the level of her ears on each side and was sliding in and out of her back passage. The lithe creature was steadying her light frame against the arms of his chair and giving out a whole series of lurid squeaks. This was the first time Jesse had seen her since finding out she had once been a ‘Carl’ ...and seeing her completely naked in this position sent strange shivers throughout his body. He couldn’t help but stare at the perfect, little shaved pussy she seemed to have and the way her ass just seemed to gulp down the pillar of flesh impaling it. The memory of that heavy, metallic lump being embedded in his own rear came rushing back. Somehow again he felt hollow without it… just for a moment. 

“Oh… not another one…” Panted Daniel, clearly at a point in the proceedings where he couldn’t stop, even at this slack-jawed intrusion. “I’m sorry Jess… I don’t think I’ve got another one- *ahhhh*… in me…” 

He collapsed gasping back into his seat, while clearly cumming heavily into Claire’s rectum. Jesse could practically see the girl twitching in time as each sputtering expulsion went off inside of her. She slipped herself straight off of the block’s matron and stretched her arms upwards, ignoring the trickle of creamy-white liquid already beginning to slide down her inner leg. 

Daniel looked absolutely exhausted, his penis flopping listlessly to one side as it deflated. “These first few days while you all get used to your new study systems nearly kill me… every year. I’m sorry Jesse but you should have got in line earlier… I’ve got nothing left to give…” 

Claire was staring at the other teen her age with slightly patronising confusion though. “You’ve just got to suck one cock… is that it?” 

Jesse nodded, somehow feeling he was being judged. But the naked girl took him by the wrist and led him out of the room without another word. 

“I had to take one load from a different person in each of my pussies.” She offered, calmly and informatively, as they wandered down the corridor. When even this caused Jesse to have that dim, nonplussed look on his face she further clarified: “One man fucked my face-pussy on the walk home, Whitney did my front pussy during dinner and now Daniel’s finished off in my ass-pussy… They said it would help to start getting everything as stretched out as possible now… before things really started getting interesting.” 

The calm way she just relayed this, without a blink at describing her mouth as a ‘face-pussy’, unsettled Jesse to the core. Here he was still shaking after a few street punks had masturbated onto him… and it’d taken twice as long as anybody else to stuff a plug in. While this small, quiet creature who only stood up to about his shoulder just jumped up and walked away from an anal ravaging without a second’s thought. How was she only a ‘3rd class fucktoy’ and he, some kind of sought-after investment in ‘perfection’? He guessed that much the same thoughts were passing through her head, as the girl dragged him on towards her own shared room. 


Chapter 9: She who Belittles

"Whitney… guest." Was almost all Claire said as they entered the bedroom. Jesse realised their brief interaction in the corridor might actually have been the most he'd ever heard her speak in one go. She clammed up again now though. 

Whitney herself was laid back on presumably her own bed, staring up at a flexitab and idle scrolling through it. The brusque, young hermaphrodite was wearing nothing but a loose pair of silky boxer shorts, which were doing a particularly poor job of hiding the large penis spilling out of one side. Glancing up at the new arrivals, she made some attempt to tidy this up… but Claire motioned for her to stop. 

"That's what he needs…" The shyer roommate stated, flatly. Bringing a wicked smile to Whitney's lips. Jesse was suddenly fairly certain this had been a mistake… Maybe one of the other boys was still up and about? …Maybe George?! 

"So! The little sissy finally comes knocking at our door, begging for a taste, eh?" 

Whitney marched right up to the pair of them. Her small, pert breasts bobbing free and in stark contrast to that which lay below. She took Claire into her arms for a second and kissed her forehead, almost tenderly… before throwing the light-framed creature onto the bed behind her with tousled hair and a smacked ass. 

Jesse's blood was already boiling at 'little sissy'. His short, slim stature never really bothered him in the slightest… Except when brought up by this one infuriating character who was practically the same size as him. There was something about Whitney in general that just played on his nerves, even though he knew that that was what she was always aiming for. He didn't understand why so much of the block seemed to actually like her. 

"I… I just need to suck someone off for a homework assignment…" He muttered. "Daniel's run out of juice. Claire dragged me here..." The boy was desperately trying to look anywhere else than the already rising limb leaking out of her only clothing. She was clearly enjoying this. 

“Well… I could see how we might be able to help you there…” Whitney teased, the corner of her grin twitching in time with her swelling erection. “...if you beg for it enough.” 

“What?!” Stuttered Jesse, indignation bristling. If she thought he was going to- 

“Beg for my cock… Like my other slut does. Like any good, pathetic, grovelling dick-swallower should.” 


She had moved a step closer now and was right in his face. He could practically feel the warmth coming off of her body. The place where her still-constrained manhood might brush up against his smooth, bare leg. “You’ve come asking me for a favour. To do the only thing a pretty, little thing like you ever wants to do… Maybe my homework is to persuade any jumped-up, too-good-for-it little sword-gulpers I find: To get down on their knees and admit that there’s nothing they love more than feeling a nice, big cock sliding down their throat…” 

Jesse could feel a burning at the back of his neck now. He was clenching and unclenching his fists. He hated Whitney… but he couldn’t go back to school tomorrow empty handed. He couldn’t let everyone down again. He looked over at Claire. The girl was watching on, impassively. Expectantly. She must go through this and worse every day… Was he really going to refuse, right in front of her? 

With a defeated sigh… The boy sank down towards the carpet. 


Chapter 10: To Beg… and Receive

“Please Whitney… Can I suck your cock?” 

Jesse looked up at the girl with pure contempt in his eyes, overhung by the looming shadow of that limb he asked for. 

“Oh, well… If you’re not going to bother, we’ll just forget it.” She turned away, the impressive size of her still-hardening phallus dragging the boy’s gaze with it. 

“No!” He cried, having already got this far… and still hearing the call of his bed loud and clear. If he couldn’t put up with this… How would he face whatever his new school had laying in wait down the road? 


Whitney had paused in her refusal. 

“P-please Mistress Whitney, Ma’am… Will you let me suck on you and swallow the cum?” He tried to lay it on thick… Surprising even himself by the plaintive, grovelling voice that slipped from his lips. He let his eyes shine with all the embarrassment and humiliation of this moment. Confusedly feeling his own penis twitch, just a little, inside his panties. 

The cruel contours of Whitney’s smile returned, basking in his submission. “What are you?” 

Jesse could feel the words she wanted to hear bubbling up upon his tongue, debasing him before he let pride and indignation get in the way. “I’m… a s-slut. A p-pathetic, sissy slut.” 

“And what do you love?” 

He cast his eyes down to the bedroom floor… Unable to look at the throbbing thing he was asking for. “I love cock. I-I want to suck your cock, not just because I have to. It’s so much bigger than mine and I… I want to know what it feels like to hold it in my mouth and taste it.” 


Even Jesse didn’t know quite where that burst of inspiration came from. It’s just what she wants to hear, he told himself. It’s just what I need to say so she’ll help me with my schoolwork. 

Grinning from on high, the girl touched the tip of herself to his lips. The effeminate male felt his own tongue slip out between them, just ever-so-slightly… to get a first taste of what was to come. He looked back up at her past that shadow and raised his hands to take hold of its girth… but she shook her head no. 

So instead he had to work only with his mouth. Feeling the thickness of the thing fill so much of that private space. He ran his tongue up and down each side of it, watching the glisten of his own saliva bring a gleam to every inch. Then sucked the bulbous head back inside. Bringing what vacuous pressure to bear he could, in order to pleasure her. She stroked a hand along the side of his face and tangled it encouragingly in his hair. The boy hated how warm and tingly that made him feel. Though… he regretted such stubbornness when she began tugging on it instead. Forcing herself deeper and deeper toward the back of his throat. Betsy had told him once that humanity’s ongoing evolution away from such ancient dead-ends as engorged tonsils and wisdom teeth had reduced their natural gag reflex… but it sure didn’t feel like it now. When Whitney’s thick and thrusting tool first bounced off of the back of his oesophagus, he had to back off; coughing and spluttering. Great swathes of his own drool ending up dripping from his chin. 

She did not relent though… and soon he could feel near the entire length of her sliding chokingly down into his gullet. Tears began to blur his vision. His sharp nails dug into the opposite forearms where he kept them clasped behind his back. She was using his head as just a hole to be driven in and out of. A face-pussy, just like Claire said. Only giving him scant instants to never-quite recover his breath before the next flurry began. Until all his sense of time and space became only a question of when the next gasp of cooling freshness and precious oxygen might come. Yet, down below… he could feel his own erection standing as tall as it ever did. Straining against the cotton confines he’d trapped it in. She’d be able to see that… he knew she would. Only spurring her condescending view of him further. 


At last… after what seemed like an eternity. He felt several great pulses flow through the meat that suffocated him. Signalling several great spurts of fluid being deposited straight down his throat. Jesse only got a taste of it as she dragged herself free, leaving him to fall forwards into a drooling heap on all fours. Unable to speak… he could only wave for her to press a thumb to the now warningly beeping collar around his neck, thus declaring this use of him free-of-charge. Then he gathered himself and left the room without looking back. Ignoring the trail of dribbling saliva and tears he left in his wake. 


Chapter 11: Beauty Between the Mists

Jesse woke up the next morning, earlier than he normally would. Dawn’s grey light was crawling through the fog that tended to obscure the city’s skyline around this time. The settling of the carbon-scrub gases which were pumped out overnight, combined with the heat generated by far too many bodies all bumping up against each other… Stacked upwards in ever taller multi-complexes. It gave the view from his window a ghostly, ethereal aspect… As if this was only an echo of a world that had come before. Built from nothing but clouds by a fevered mind. 

A single, bright light was grasping towards the heavens in the distance… Just about piercing through the haze. A launch of one sort or another. One more attempt at escaping the veil of jagged shrapnel that humanity had unthinkingly cast about their home. The spark disappeared before he could tell if it had made it or not. Such things were not for those such as him to worry over… His elders and betters would be drinking champagne and cheering about it in their penthouse suites later, either way. 

Betsy was still asleep. She hadn’t returned by the time he did, last night… So he had just collapsed straight on top of his covers and fallen asleep. He got the feeling she’d tucked him in at some point afterwards… but he might have done it himself. He went to get some breakfast in just the t-shirt and panties he’d slept in… then returned to get dressed and ready. He did his own hair and make-up. It took a lot longer than when Betsy did it… and did not look quite so neat… but it made him feel good to stretch just that small bit of independence. Then he headed out the door in his fresh set of uniform. Feeling like a walk through the waking city might do him some good. 

There was a more lively breeze today than yesterday… It kept catching at the pleats of his skirt, tickling the underside of his hairless testicles and ever threatening to expose them to everyone he passed. Thus tugging at that hem became an endless battle of his self-consciousness. He wished the school would at least allow just a thong. The cooler air did make him feel refreshed and alive though. Certain that, after yesterday… he could handle most of what this world might throw at him. He bought an edge-grown apple from one of the box-vendors along the street. Those who scratched out a living by clambering around the precarious orchards that lined the side of many of the skyscrapers. Mankind’s solution to a lack of natural green visible from any window... and a need to keep breathing while minus a few rainforests. The bright-red fruit was sweet and crunchy, and passing strangers seemed to smile as they watched him eat it. 


Other commuters were beginning to emerge now… dressed in the various uniforms of their disparate roles. It was stark how great the difference was between some of them. In a world where really, you could look as young as you want… The gaps between generations were still apparent. Each even more scantily-clad than the last, and bearing more and more signs of their algorithm-picked fetishes to explore. It wasn’t always the older person pulling the leash… but it was always obvious where the greater wealth and power really lay. Jesse wondered where it was all going… as he and his ilk were bred, changed and trained to be more and more just a currency of bodies for those who might, unknowingly, even be their parents or grandparents. Where did it end? If those on top finally managed to live forever… and still wanted to keep further pushing the limits of their own debauchery… Could the great, equalising Algorithm really always find someone who was happy to be what they desired? 

Jesse threw the apple core away. These were the kind of unhealthy thoughts he got lost in when he was by himself… which was why he mostly tried to avoid such a predicament. Dwelling on such things was a surefire way to find yourself falling out of society… Clinging to the side of skyscrapers looking for fruit. Or thieving and hiding from Corpos on a constant downward spiral towards more forceful corrective measures. Better to be a willing slave to your heart’s hidden, innermost kinks… than a mind-wiped doll used as little more than furniture. He skipped off toward the Maglev station. Letting the occasional bystander catch a glimpse beneath his skirt, if they wanted. He had it easy, really… 



Chapter 12: A Crowd to Push Through

The Maglev station was surprisingly busy today. Jesse had to push through the midst of a crowd at the ticket barriers and stand shoulder to midriff with a multitude of men and women on their way to sell themselves or others towards the dream of endlessly fulfilled desires. Several times, the boy felt straying hands creep up under his skirt to take a grasp of the goods he kept there. Amidst the jostling hordes of strangers, most of whom stood at least a foot taller than him… Jesse struggled to even work out who was molesting him, before dreaming he could try to stop them. So he just had to grit his teeth and put up with it as unrecognisable hand after unrecognisable hand took a measure of his ass or genitals. One particularly forward assailant even managed to drive a long, gnarled-feeling finger inside his anus. Jesse shuddered as he felt the cold kiss of a ring bump up against the puckered tightness of his own ring… A feeling he was unlikely to forget. 

Even worse… he had already seen his own image pop up on several flexitabs around the station. Curious people connecting to his collar’s open network at the drop of a hat. Which meant that whoever it was that kept harassing him, every one of them could find out who he was and where he was going… Not to mention buy access to all those scandalous pictures of him, so usefully categorised by Betsy. What would he do if one of them bought permission to fuck him, right here and now?! He didn’t even know what the price that hung over his head was… but those dropouts had got access to the shock-treatments easily enough on below-limit spending! Paranoia set in… and the teen sissy tried to hide himself away as much as possible, avoiding doing anything which might draw attention. Not that that was the easiest thing, dressed as he was. He found a group of skimpily-dressed apartment whores and tried to use the amount of exposed flesh they also had on show as camouflage. 

Once aboard the magnetically levitating transport, Jesse thought that he’d be safer. It was only about a half hour trip to the district containing Stanfield’s Academy, which was impressive considering that was a near-enough 300 mile trip. There weren’t any free seats this time… but he was content to hold onto one of the handles hanging from above. The gentle sway of the carriage was again only perturbed by the disconcerting blur of the city passing by. 

After a while, he noticed a suavely-dressed man who looked to be somewhere in his late twenties, watching him like a cat watches a mouse. From between slicked-back hair and glinting accessories… he was provided a smile of pearly-white teeth. 

“You don’t have to hang on up there, Cutie… Why don’t you come sit on my lap?” His voice was all honey. Filled with the kind of unshakeable, inherent confidence that an endless self-doubter like Jesse just found baffling. 

“U-um, I’m alright… Thank you anyway…” Was the best he could offer, trying to look as stable as possible on his shiny, black heels. 

The stranger seemed to change his focus over to the holographic display of his smart watch, almost leading Jesse to believe he’d lost interest… When instead, he announced: 

“It says on here that you’re still a virgin… in the rear entrance at least. So the price is quite steep.” He pinned the now bright-red boy with a meaningful look. “I could still afford it though… If you wouldn’t prefer just a seat and a chat…?” 

Jesse knew when he was cornered… He let go of the handle and shyly plopped his bottom on top of the older man’s legs. He immediately felt the lump waiting for him there, and found a securing hand wrapped casually around his waist. 

“Stanfield’s huh? I think my father bought some property from there…” 

What followed were thirty of the most excruciating minutes of Jesse’s life. As the exceedingly dull, but clearly privileged douchebag droned on and on with boasts of everything and everyone his family owned. All the while unsubtly grinding the tent in his pants up against the eighteen year old sissy-in-training’s naked backside. 


Chapter 13: Into the Arms of a Sissy

When his stop finally arrived, Jesse quite simply couldn’t jump up fast enough. It had seemed like an eternity he had spent, just nodding along or making interested-sounding hums. As the man with little between his ears except lists of things he owned, recited them. What the teenage sissy just couldn’t understand was how the stranger clearly expected him to be impressed by all this, after blackmailing him into sitting through this awful situation in the first place. It was as if the fool had no idea that, to a Home-raised boy who’d barely ever owned anything… One designer watch or state-of-the-art hovercar was much the same as any other: An unimaginable waste of credit to just leave in a garage or drawer somewhere. 

It was experiences that Jesse understood… and the experience he had had was that of having to hold his skirt down between his legs and shuffle awkwardly as this creep rubbed himself raw between the teen’s ass-cheeks. Three-quarters of the way through, there had been a distinct groan… and Jesse had felt a growing damp patch forming through the expensive material of the man’s pants. For the rest of the journey he’d had to just feel this press slimily against his skin while his would-be seat seemed to feel no shame at all in having jizzed himself in public. He had been half-afraid the restraining arm around his bare midriff might not release him when there was finally the chance to escape. 

But the rich fool looked up at him with genuinely-smiling eyes as he rushed for the door. “Well, perhaps I’ll get to see you again? I come this way quite often… I’ll keep an alert on that clever, little collar they give you!” 

Jesse shuddered as he emerged onto the platform. He thought he might’ve just gained his first genuine fan, give or take Betsy. The teen femboy wasn’t sure he wanted any more… 


Carrying on toward the school, he hurried past the spot on the sidewalk where he had lain electrified and immobile. Swinging his head left and right for any sign of those who had done that to him. There wasn’t any… but he nearly jumped out of his skin when an expensive car with blacked out windows seemed to try and pull up next to him. The teen tried to speed up his walking to escape, only to hear his name called out from behind. 

“Jesse! Waaaait a second! It’s me!” 

Turning round, he was greeted by the sight of Suzy… Trying to detangle his heels and handbag from the back passenger door of the car. Jesse could just about make out another hand, bedecked in expensive-looking rings and cufflinks, reach out and squeeze the other sissy’s ass as he did this. Suzy did not react in the slightest. 

“Okay Daddy, thanks for the lift! Love yoouuu!” Came the femboy’s cutesy goodbye, before rushing to catch up with his friend on the sidewalk. The vehicle slid off. Its immaculate, reflective surface giving no hints as to who remained inside. 

Suzy ran straight up to Jesse and grabbed him in a crushing embrace, closely followed by a slobbery kiss on the lips. The boy from the Homes was absolutely stunned by this, but his assailant didn’t even seem to notice his flinch. 

“Thanks for waiting! I was so excited to see you again!” Once again, Jesse was reminded that this was a boy who had spent most of his life alone with only the mysterious ‘Daddy’. No wonder the prospect of having made some new friends filled him with this much bouncing energy. He probably had no idea how the average teenager greeted each other, either. So he simply accepted the hug and kiss for the innocent signs of affection they were… Only extracting himself from Suzy’s still-clinging arms when they absolutely had to start getting a move on towards school. 


Chapter 14: A Gift in the Rear

“I asked Daddy about what you said yesterday… About whether I’m a ‘he’ or a ‘she’.” 


Suzy had slung his elbow through Jesse's as they walked along; two short-skirted sissies on their way to cock-sucking class. The perky-breasted blonde swung there merrily, chatting away. Putting on an unnaturally stern and gruff voice to mimic his adoptive owner, before returning to more accustomed, cutesy tones: 

"He said: 'Whichever they want you to be, you're just a toy' ...Isn't that sweet! So you can just pick which you'd prefer me to be." 

There was no cynicism in the pig-tailed marvel's spirited statements. No awareness that others might think of being called 'just a toy' as utter debasement. He was a toy… Directly cast into a plastic shape and mind by one man who claimed to be his own father. But then, Jesse looked down at his own dressed-up and hormone-altered form. Were any of them any different? 

"He says he'd like to meet you all, someday. Since I must have spent half the evening talking about each of you! The only way he could shut me up was by helping with my homework assignment…" 

Jesse blushed as an image flashed up in his head of stuffing a large cock between those pouting lips, just to quiet the boy down for a bit. It did hold more than a little attraction, he had to admit. Something about such joyful innocence just begged to be defiled. The feel of those lips pressed against his own came back as well… and he could barely dare to look at his elbow-slung companion for a moment. 

"Oooh! I also found these!" The golden-haired flurry interrupted himself. While also pulling them both to a standstill; mid-step. He dove into rummaging through his glittery handbag which, for such a sleek and stylish-looking thing, clearly contained half the world's cosmetics. 

Triumphant, he emerged from these delvings holding two, large and neon-pink butt-plugs. Their flared ends were shaped to look like hearts and had 'together' and 'forever' printed on the bottom in elaborate styling. 

"They're a matching pair! We could both put them in now, and know we were helping each other practice all day!" 

Jesse was dumbfounded… He'd been rather looking forward to a day without having to sit at those hard, wooden desks with something shoved up his rectum. But then, there was no way of fighting that earnest look of helpfulness on Suzy's face. At least these ones looked to be made of silicon instead of cold, heavy metal. Sighing, he bent over and leaned on a nearby low wall, presenting his pantie-less behind to his new friend. Several bystanders stopped to watch as he felt the boy apply a generous amount of pocket-size lube to his sphincter, then carefully push the egg-shaped lump on in. 

Of course, he then had to return the favour… which somehow seemed almost more embarrassing. Especially when Suzy gave off one of his particularly lewd moans as the damn thing slid into place and a small cheer came from somewhere behind them. Then they had to scurry off down the road in fear of being late. The shifting feeling of something churning up his insides once again punctuating Jesse’s every high-heeled step. 


Chapter 15: One Who Worked His Way Out

"My name is 'Silvertongue'. I'm sure I had another one once… but who remembers it?" The person who stood at the front of their class was short and cat-like in his movements… and very camp. 

"You don't have to bother with any of that 'Mr' or 'Ms' stuff with me: I'm as much school property as any of you! Though, if you prefer, you may call me one of the old pet-names I’ve earned; like ‘Slurpy’ or 'Gobbles'… You’ll find my lessons are always very formal, obviously." 

They danced around while speaking, almost seeming incapable of keeping still. Glinting metal studs ran up either side of the bridge of their nose, yet below that glinted the feature which had undoubtedly won them their name. You could catch fleeting glints of it every time they spoke. For every square centimetre of their tongue seemed to be covered with a variety of carefully-shaped metal piercings. It gave a strange, whistling lisp to their speech and was utterly fascinating to watch move around each and every word. 

"As you might have guessed… I was not selected to be properly trained like you lucky, little things. I was originally sent to work as a public gloryhole at a busy intersection in the centre of town. I would kneel down in that little box from dawn to dusk and love every second of it! Over the years I dedicated myself to providing a better and better service. Looking for anything I could do to make sure my customers went away satisfied…” 

They gave the class another, purposeful, flash of the tongue here… Sticking it out at them with a cheeky wink for a second or two, so they could all get a good look. 


“Which is why one day, our dear Madame Stanfield took it upon herself to investigate why office workers from miles around seemed to travel to this one slut-in-a-box. Rather than use their company’s own fucktoys or one of my nearer-by ‘competitors’…” 

‘Slurpy’ made very plain their reference to other, rival, providers of public stimulation… was one of utmost disdain. Jesse got the feeling that this was someone to whom not trying hard enough to please your masters, was the ultimate sin. There was a prickling defensiveness there that almost echoed Suzy’s in regards to ‘Daddy’. 

“She skipped the queue, shoved her flaps in my face… and made the call to buy me from the city council even while I was still working away. I’ve been teaching you whelps how to use those pretty, little face-holes of yours ever since. Though, I do still go back to my little stall on occasion… for nostalgia reasons, or to see my old regulars. That wonderful woman was kind enough to buy out my real estate as well, and sign it over as payment for my agreement to pass on trade secrets.” 

The self-professed oral expert offered them all a smirk, and no one could tell if they were joking or not. The off-hand way they spoke about spending years of their life just trapped in a box sucking cock or clits all day; was shocking even to this class of would-be sissies and slutwives. But then, Jesse mused, that was the Algorithm once again… wasn’t it. They were supposed to be innocent and delicate about their submissiveness. While here was someone from the darker side of the street… like Claire and Whitney were heading towards. The ideas almost wouldn’t fit in his head. The thought of being so locked in and constrained. Barely able to even see the sun or the owner of the current set of genitalia you were choking on. How could anyone think back on that fondly? 

“So, there you go” Stated Silvertongue. “Now you know who I am, and what my qualifications are… shall we see who you all are?” 

The teacher née cumdumpster drew out a screen from the wall, pulling the class's attention to a complex-looking array of graphs and statistics. They waved a hand and the page altered itself into what almost looked like a sports league table of some kind. 

“I’ve always been of the opinion that you can learn an awful lot about someone by the way they suck cock…” Silvertongue announced, a tone of absolute seriousness now balanced upon those studs. “Which is why I always ask for your first ever homework assignment to be to go and find one. Some of you might have been thinking this was an easy task compared to your peers in other roles… I assure you, you will not make that mistake twice. I hear some of the older girls panic more about my gradings than anything else... I like that.” 

Jesse realised that the names running up the side of the table contained his own, Suzy, Franceska and Lizzy’s. Along with various stats such as ‘maximum depth’, ‘strength of suction’ and ‘time to ejaculation’. He was flabbergasted to see that his own place upon the list was also right at the very top. With some sort of overall rating system calling out his performance as B-. The vague electronic praise of his dick-swallowing abilities terrified him… though nowhere near as much as what happened next: 

Silvertongue singled out his entry on the table and selected it… bringing up a whole new set of data, along with a sort of simplified animated diagram of the internal workings of a mouth and throat. 


“Now obviously, as you were not on school grounds we are unlikely to have video footage of your efforts… but those clever little collars of yours record all sorts of things for us. For instance, we can playback on this diagram exactly what was going on behind all those soft lips and pearly whites of yours… and even listen in to the audio at the same time.” 

Sure enough… at the click of a button, the whole class was suddenly treated to a pitch-perfect recording of Jesse’s wheedling voice asking “Please Whitney… Can I suck your cock?”. Followed by the whole pathetic scenario following on. The teen could do nothing but bury his head in his hands as he heard the entire thing play out in front of everyone, closely followed by an awful lot of amplified slurping and gulping noises. He managed to glance up for one second to catch a glimpse of several warm, pitying looks coming in from everyone around… but somehow that just made it even worse. 

On the screen, a digital representation of Whitney’s large cock was sliding in and out of his gullet. Showing exactly where it got down to with every forceful thrust. The teacher began analysing the action unfolding, without drawing any specific connection to the cringing sissy whose work it was, in the slightest. A decision they had clearly made on purpose, so as to not torture the boy any more than necessary. 

“So, clearly our top-marked student chose a partner with whom they had a... fraught relationship with. Though I would guess they had not engaged with before. Which explains the amount of adrenaline running through their system; something which always helps. They also selected a hermaphrodite partner with their ovaries turned into internal testes… This might account for some of their higher scores, as it is considerably easier to swallow a penis deeper without balls always getting in the way. Not that their efforts should be in any way negated by that! I would simply advise you all find at least one training partner who is similarly equipped… and at least one who you absolutely despise. Nothing teaches you your place better than servicing someone you hate!” 


Chapter 16: From Top to Bottom

"Now, if we compare this to one much lower down the list." 

Silvertongue scrolled through the list of names… All the way into the section marked with large, red 'F's. Jesse heard a stunned little gasp from the desk to his left. For the one that they had settled on read 'Suzy' and was only two or three places above the bottom. 

Once again the room was filled with the sloppy, gargling noises of a cocksucking mouth about its business… Only this time it was undercut by the recognisably muffled tones of the other sissy's voice as he clearly couldn't stop talking even with his cheeks full of penis. 

"Mmmph, mmmph- *shlup* ...Oh and they're all so pretty daddy! Especially, *mmmleehm*, Jesse… I bet you'd love to fuck him! *gug-gug-gug-gug-gug… gaaaah* I know! You should buy him when we're all trained up, so we can both be your little sissy wives!" 

From there it was clear that the other participant had got tired of his 'son's' distracted chatter, and elected not to allow the breathing space for any more of it. Jesse looked over at the young femboy in question and saw a level of beet-red embarrassment that even he didn't think he'd ever reached before. Suzy looked about as unable to breathe right now, as he sounded in the recording from the night before. Jesse wanted to offer some sort of reassurance, but the blush-with-pigtails refused to even glance at him. 

Once again, Silvertongue didn't seem to even register how this public unveiling of his pupil's private moments could be humiliating in the extreme. All they cared about was the context this provided the student’s oral handiwork. 


"As you can tell, there is again an emotional connection between this student and their current master. However, this one is a lot more familiar and relaxed. I expect they have a lot of experience in pleasuring this particular individual… and thus have grown complacent in their duties." 

A shrill voice cut across the room, quickly followed by an apologetic attempt to stifle itself: "But he's my Daddy! He's never complained about the way I do it?!" 

Suzy looked aghast. Not only at his own outburst, but also at the awful prospect that he might have been in some way letting his darling father down. It was immediately obvious that that thought was the one that plagued him more than a little in his doting, submissive worldview. The diminutive teacher offered a forgiving look, but began addressing the boy directly now. 

"I don't doubt that Honey… I'm sure you must be a very special, little fucktoy for him. But that's the point: If a slut doesn't get punished when she does wrong, how is she ever going to learn?" 

The short, graceful creature stepped forward and took Suzy by the chin. Stroking a thumb softly against his cheek. 

"He sees you as an investment of love and attention, but knows he can't bring himself to shape you properly… So that's why he's sent you to us. Instead of keeping you at home to slowly become a spoiled brat of a cumdumpster he'll inevitably grow tired of!" 

The teacher leaned in even closer now, bringing their thin lips in to brush against their young student's … Then actually slipped that pierced tongue into the teen's mouth: giving several seconds of a visible, wrestling kiss. Before suddenly pulling away and slapping a palm, hard, against the side of Suzy's face. The entire classroom felt the sting of that blow… Several even raising a hand to their own cheek in sympathy. 


"You're here to learn to be a better plaything. To never allow yourself to become distracted away from your duty of servitude! If your master wants to hear how your day went, he will ask. But you will never again disturb his moment of oral pleasure by talking through it, will you?!" 

Suzy shook his head quickly from side to side, clearly still in shock. Silvertongue smiled, the gentle serenity of their presence returning without a single hint of the violence that had just been displayed. 

"Good. Now, you and everyone else who received a failing grade will go out during your lunch and ask someone on the street to face-fuck you as hard as possible. The only thing you will be allowed to swallow until you go home will be cum... So I advise you earn yourselves as much as you can. I suspect you will find yourselves treated a lot more roughly than you are used to... Which is exactly the sort of lesson you need to learn!" 

With that, the teacher went back to picking out other graded acts of fellatio. Offering comments and advice down to a fastidious level. Jesse kept throwing glances at his buttplug-buddy, hoping that he was alright. If there was a look in Suzy's slightly-watered eyes though… it was only one of new-found determination. 


Chapter 17: Love between Lusts

Jesse ate lunch with Fran and Lizzy, finally getting to sample the school's canteen. Of course, the place was fully automated and basically identical to the one in Home 23, aside from the considerably more expensive decor. They picked their options from an electronic menu set into their table and were informed when their tray was ready to collect. Of course everything would be laced with the same concoction of drugs and hormones as they were allocated anywhere else. Jesse wondered if people had ever noticed a change in taste... As the Algorithm stepped in and began fiddling with their genetics to eradicate disease, slow ageing and sculpt their bodies to its liking. He wondered if anyone stepped up to complain as unattractiveness was scoured from the universal face of humanity at the same time cancer was banished from its lungs and skin. Everyone kept telling him how pretty he was… but what on earth might he actually have looked like, without all these interventions? 

The other two were still discussing Lizzy's homework analysis from the previous lesson. She had also caused quite a stir, in her own way. Though Jesse had been distracted by his attempts to slyly reach out to Suzy through the femboy's wall of distraught re-evaluation. 

"Even Silvertongue said it was one of the biggest they'd ever seen!" Exclaimed Fran, caught somewhere between impressed and disbelieving. "What on earth made you try and fit that in your mouth?!" 

Lizzy's attempt had also scored pretty low on the fellatic league table, though above that troubling 'F' grade. However it had been immediately evident why: The penis she had chosen to dine on had barely fit within her collar's full diameter, not to mention its recording parameters. Watching the animated diagram of her little face trying to accommodate that monster had been a lesson in perseverance in and of itself. 

"Well he is my boyfriend…" Blushed the round-faced girl. "I would have felt really bad if I'd had to go find someone else…" 

"Boyfriend…?" Echoed Franceska, rolling the word around her mouth as if uncertain she could really taste it. There was a word you didn't really hear spoken by Home kids beyond a certain age. Notions of romance and fidelity kinda seemed childish and pointless when a lifetime of sexual servitude was looming. "I thought you were being bought by some big-shot who owns your Home?" 

Her diminutive friend didn't seem to see the connection between this and her previous statement. "Well, yeah… but Marcelle isn't anything to do with that. He's just a boy from the floor above, in his second year of training to be a security stud." 

She looked at the other's stunned faces and seemed to decide what was needed was more explanation of his job role. 

"He's really quiet and sweet. He has to spend all day following these rich girls around, carrying their stuff and making sure they're safe. He doesn't really do much sex stuff… except when they think it'll be funny to pay for him to fuck someone and watch. He says he always feels really bad because his… thing is so big and they always pick someone it looks like it'll hurt. But he's got to do what they say…" 

Jesse knew exactly the sort of girl's that were being described. You saw them prancing through town sometimes… Gawking at all those who hadn't been claimed as heirs to one fortune or another and laughing manically at whatever cruel tricks they could come up with. The fact that most had simply been adopted arbitrarily by a parent in search of a legacy, rather than thrown into the system with everyone else… only seemed to make them more determined to create the division themselves. It was something that underpinned Jesse's thoughts on Suzy, as well. He seemed different from those sorts… but there was pride and potential there… and he'd asked his 'Daddy' to buy Jesse. 


He looked up just in time to see the other sissy himself returning from his working detention out on the streets... 


Chapter 18: Lessons Learned

Suzy didn't talk much, as the four of them headed off toward their next lesson. The blonde-pigtailed boy's bright red lipstick was smeared across one cheek and there were distinct trails of trickling mascara leading down from each eye. Franceska didn't blink as she led the little party into a bathroom on the way… helping the sissy's slightly shaking hands to dig into his glittery bag of tricks and fix all this. Jesse found himself drawn in once again to that unusual feeling of camaraderie. They were all in this together. Helping to wipe the slight trails of semen dribbling from the corners of each other's mouths. Painting smiles back on to faces that had to go back out into a world that saw them as little more than holes to shove things into. He finally brought himself to recount the events of his previous afternoon to them and was washed over with commiserating support. 

Hearing the unfortunate tale finally seemed to break through Suzy's wall of silence. The other sissy seemed almost glad to hear that such a misfortune had occurred to his new-found friend; though he offered a long, squeezing hug and ounces of pity. Once again, Jesse was struck by the feeling there was some level of jealousy and rivalry in the way the more overtly-feminine teen looked at him. As if this other pretty, little boyslut was somehow stepping on the toes of what Suzy thought of as his lone, true calling. There was a desperation to please, in those cutesy mannerisms and bag full of cosmetics… That Jesse's own brand of natural, self-doubting submissiveness seemed to undercut. 

"Oh, Lovely! I had no idea! No wonder you looked so nervous when we pulled up next to you this morning… Those dirty dropouts should all be rounded up and locked away! Stealing other people's money just to torture you! What if whoever's tablet that was traces the payment and gets you in trouble?!" 

This was not a prospect that had even crossed Jesse's mind… but it now began burning a hole there. Surely nobody would think a student would steal a flexitab and purchase themself? 

...Unless they were a newcomer to a tough and prestigious school… and wanted to boost their grades without being actually abused… 


Suddenly a whole new world of danger seemed to open up around him. A new level to the hierarchy stacked above. His chances of being punished for things seemed to have very little to do with being guilty, after all. 

Suzy was still talking though, recounting his own misadventures over the lunch hour: 

"I had such trouble finding someone to service for my punishment… The others who got out first had grabbed the only people around! So, eventually I just heard some men shouting things to each other in this yard place. They were fixing construction robots and were all so dirty-looking. But I didn't have time to be picky… You should have seen their faces when I wobbled in and asked them to fuck my face as hard as they c-could…" 

The falter in Suzy's voice, and image of that prim sissy in his skirt and heels marching into a workman's lot, spoke volumes. The state of his elaborate makeup afterwards made a lot more sense now. They must have had a field day, taking turns to slam between those pouting lips. 

"Silvertongue was right though… Daddy has never done that to me…" 



Chapter 19: Whore Couture

Their afternoon lesson today was ‘Whore Couture’, a pun the elderly female teacher clearly got a lot of enjoyment from. She was a small ball of furious, wrinkled energy; whizzing around the classroom full of mirrors like a cocaine-injected bumblebee. It was rare to see an older person who had not taken the surgeries and treatments required to stave off any map the years might have painted upon their face. Yet it was clear that Mrs Durren, also the wife of five decades to their Etiquette teacher, had very little interest in her own appearance. 

“My Dolls, My beautiful Dolls!” She would cry. As she stripped one after another of them naked in a matter of seconds and then just began throwing outfit after outfit at them from the unfathomably deep wardrobes at one end of the classroom. At first, of course… the collected sluts-to-be were horrifically embarrassed to all be exposed so in front of classmates they had only known for a day and a half. But their four-foot-something tornado of an educator didn’t allow a second’s questioning or shyness. They were simply to drop their previous clothes to the floor, slip into the new ones and look for any changes or adjustments which might be needed. All while Mrs Durren nodded, or tutted, or grabbed something back away to be trimmed or sewn by her attending crowd of military-drilled seamstresses. Who lined one wall of the classroom with their complicated-looking sewing robots and seemed to balance between unlimited respect and abject terror of the teacher in question. 

For Jesse and company, the lesson actually became quite relaxed and fun, really. Once they got over the initial shock, spending short periods naked in front of each other hardly seemed unreasonable… Considering what else they’d been through together and how little their normal uniforms actually hid. He also took the chance to just quietly take note of the variety of different body-types that made up the twenty members of their class. There were twelve penises shared among them, with or without accompanying testicles… and thirteen sets of prominent breasts… Though whether some of those without such endowment were just waiting for them to grow in was another question. He supposed the algorithm actively generated tomboy-ish girls with wiry frames and flat chests as often as it did the bouncing marvels that Suzy’s upper-body held. Jesse caught himself feeling a little plain and un-embellished as he struggled to drag his eyes away from those perky balloons his fellow sissy unveiled… Or the substantially-larger cocks that many around him owned, compared to his petite and dangling attempt. Suzy won out there, as well. 

It could not be argued against that Mrs Durren had an expert eye for a… specific avenue of attire. Somehow everything she pulled out, in a huge range of fashions and styles, both drew out everything that was attractive in her model and screamed that they were simply meat available for purchase. Jesse was instantly in love with a flowing little summer dress that only had the occasional habit of flapping up when he walked to reveal more of his ass cheeks than he’d prefer. But it wasn’t long before this was whipped away to be replaced by a set of loose denim dungarees… or a mist-net top and tight, leather trousers… or a long, buttonless shirt and garter-belt panties. He and his friends cooed and giggled at each other as one revealing outfit or another was shaped perfectly to their frames, then stored and recorded under their name. To be accessible whenever they… or any of their paying clients… wished. 

Admiring his latest offering in the free-standing, three angle mirror they were each provided. Jesse caught the glint of several lenses studded into the side of that object. Reminding him once again that this would, of course, all be being recorded for Betsy and others to salivate over. He wondered if it was even being streamed out live… For one of those mysterious paying subscribers he’d already picked up; to watch while playing with themselves, at home or at work. He looked down at the off-shoulder crop top and hideously-tight short-shorts he was wearing. Presenting the small bulge of his genitals in near-perfect relief above fishnet-stockings and below clip-on braces. He really was nothing but a doll for others to dress up right now… A toy for others’ artistic amusement. 


“Don’t be afraid to think outside the box a little when accessorising…” Came a voice in his ear. Turning around, his chin was locked in the claw-like vice of Mrs Durren’s needle-calloused fingers. She reached up with a tube of red lipstick and carefully scrawled upon his forehead in immaculately curled script. Leaving the boy facing himself, three-times multiplied… with the word ‘Slut’ written matter-of-factly above his brow. 


Chapter 20: Another Day Done

That was the last outfit that Jesse got to try on that afternoon… A fact which really pressed home when the elderly teacher announced: 

“Your homework today will be to wear your new look for the rest of the day… and try to earn as much on your collar as you can while doing so. I don’t mind how you do it: Flaunt yourself for subscribers. Offer your services to commuters on their way home. Bend over in front of ‘Mommy or Daddy’ at just the right angle…” 


This last suggestion wasn’t particularly directed at Suzy. Jesse was getting the impression that having such a close relationship with a sponsor was not so uncommon. The teacher continued. 

“Materials cost money. Good hands with an eye for detail deserve a wage more than any of these fancy, bloody machines could ever be worth. You girls need to realise that we only get a few short years of use from you for all the grit and dedication we put in! Then you’re off gallivanting about in the skirts I’ve stitched for ya, getting the things ripped to shreds by one pervert master or another. So show some appreciation! Strut your stuff! And in return I’ll keep scraping out the stains and covering up the tears so no-one’d know the difference. That’s the deal… never forget it.” 

Then, the school day was over. The class of first years filed themselves out into the corridors, mingling in with various older students also finished for the day. Fran waved the other three on as they headed for the entrance. 

"I need to go speak to Ms Julian… After last night I'm worried all my block-mates are going to bankrupt themselves paying for the use of me! Telling the buncha randy buggers 'no' when I'm the only girl on the block is just asking for trouble... I'm gonna see if there's some sort of bulk discount they can get or something…" 


As ever, the girl's manner was jovial and lighthearted… but there was a pained edge to her smile. She really did care about this collective of second-chancers she lived with, Jesse could tell. Her enrollment here had clearly changed the dynamics of her home-life dramatically. The teenage sissy could only imagine a whole Home block dedicated to youths one step away from those who had attacked him yesterday. And Fran went back there every day as the only available outlet for all their frustrations? 


Jesse caught himself remembering that crowd of overshadowing figures, all using him as nothing more than a dumping ground for their expulsions. How did she always keep that gentle, relaxed smile upon her face if that was what she faced every morning and evening? Why would she go out of her way to make sure such things could continue? The young lady continued to baffle and impress him with her stoicness in every aspect he learned about her. 

So it was only three of them who stepped blinking out into the sunshine, decked in their newest indecent attires. Lizzy had ended up in some sort of one-piece bodysuit. Which clung tightly to her slight frame but slipped down between her ass-cheeks like a thong, exposing them for all and sundry. It pulled up and presented the small, bumping breasts she owned to the point where her nipples were visible and drew the eye to a perfect, little camel-toe between her thighs. All else she had been given were a pair of heavy, huge-heeled boots which seemed to almost give her another 5 inches in height. Drawing her up level with Jesse! It was an odd look… which didn’t really seem to fit with the girl’s shy demeanour at all. But then, even Jesse found that that was what made it sexy. Watching the creature trying her best to walk daintily in that great, clod-hopping footwear while every contour of her body was exposed… Mrs Durren knew exactly what she was doing. 

Suzy, meanwhile, was in a boob-tube and miniskirt, draped with a loose-woven shawl. His chest needed no exaggeration, so was instead simply allowed to spill out the bottom a little. Having now seen the other sissy naked, Jesse knew for a fact that the drooping cock beneath that skirt was just barely covered. The knowledge that: it too, was bigger than his… Even on a boy with tits… Was still burning away in the back of his mind somewhere. 

He was beginning to struggle with not seeing his new friends and classmates in the overtly sexual light they were being fashioned. Having spent all morning listening to the gulping, gargling sounds of them performing fellatio… Then all afternoon observing them squeezing in and out of precision-aimed attraction in costumes. The tightness of his own shorts seemed terribly cruel in it’s obviousness. As the more he tried not to think about it… the tighter they seemed to get. It was an internal battle that continued to consume him with distraction. 

After chatting amiably for a little while outside the school, Lizzy headed off toward her Home in the opposite direction. Fran still hadn’t emerged, so Jesse and Suzy were left alone together once again. The two sissies walked arm in arm along the sidewalk. Growing ever more comfortable in each other’s company. The more pampered of the two of them had insisted on escorting Jesse all the way to the station, ‘Just in case those nasty boys come back!’. He had waved to the waiting blacked-windowed car for it to crawl along behind; an imposing show of prestige. 

“It’ll just be the driver inside… Daddy’ll be too busy to pick me up today.” The femboy assured the world at large. Looking very much like a movie star with his draped and trailing shawl and a pair of small, circular sunglasses. There was indeed no sign of any scruffy-clothed delinquents on their journey and Jesse was extremely grateful for the gesture. But the extra looks that the sleek, gleaming vehicle drew did not help his self-consciousness at the walking advertisements they had been crafted into. Suzy’s arm seemed to burn against his skin where they touched and he couldn’t help but keep flicking glances across at the soft-lipped smile of confidence his companion seemed to have regained. 

The butt-plug that those painted fingertips had pushed inside him that morning had suddenly reminded him of its existence, having been simply absorbed into his general state of being for the rest of the day. The fact that its twin was undoubtedly still sending similar sensations spiralling up through his new friend with every step, now seeming far more important. The baking heat from the sun sent sweat trickling down the back of his neck and radiated up off the concrete towards his bare legs. Jesse had never really found himself prone to great bursts of horniness or barely restrainable urges… Up till now most of his sexual experiences had purely been upon the whims of Betsy. Yet every aspect of the day and universe seemed to be adding up right now to send sparks crackling across the smooth surfaces of his skin. All he could do was try to hold on to this beautiful half-boy for dear life and try to nod along with every word he said. 

Eventually, they reached the station. Suzy didn’t really seem to notice the struggles his partner in arms was having, or if he did… made no mention of it. He did, however, quite casually ask: 


“Oh! Well done for keeping the plug in all day, by the way. See… you’ll be able to handle the bigger ones in no time! Do you want me to help you take it out now?” 

Jesse looked around panickedly at the crowds bustling into the Maglev station ahead of its imminent arrival. 

“N-no! It’s okay… I-I’d like to keep it in!” 

Suzy beamed at this. Clearly proud of his little, anal-toy protege. 

“That’s great! I knew you’d like it! Well I won’t take mine out either then… unless Daddy needs that hole, of course! We could see how long we can stay symmetrical!” 

Jesse really didn’t want to talk about the lump of silicon inside of him anymore… nor imagine Suzy’s hands reaching down to pull it free amongst all these onlookers. His heart seemed to be beating way too quickly, and he just needed to do something before he ran for the cool of the carriages. In a flurry, he jumped forward and grabbed hold of the other boy’s face. Shoving his tongue into that warm, wet mouth in an echo of how he had been greeted that morning. Suzy seemed stunned, for a second… but then leaned into the kiss eagerly. Jesse felt the press of those breasts against his chest and an arm snaking around the small of his back. 

They stayed like that, mouths wrestling together, for a minute or more… until an automated voice informed them that doors would be closing soon. Jesse broke off and ran, heels and inserted toys be damned. While behind him Suzy was left standing alone on a staircase… blushing and panting a little as he stayed to watch the long, silver train speed off. 

End Of Part 2 


Thank you for reading! Jesse and co’s story will be continued in part 3.

Ever so much love, JerkGently


Addendum:

Modifications of a Modern Slutwife 


Introduction 

We all know that, since the embedding of the Grand Algorithm at society’s heart, our lives have become easier, safer and far, far more enjoyable. It has done away with war and poverty, stripped crime of its very base motives and let us live longer and longer lives with so little threat from disease or the humiliating effects of ageing. It has given us each our own, unique purpose in life. 

But exactly what contributions has it made to shaping our bodies? Giving us the perfect form to fit our perfect role? And how does it achieve such miraculous improvements? This series of info-pages has been set up to help with all your questions, divided into all the umbrella categories you might have been sorted into. 

THE SLUTWIFE 

Hair 

Hormones in your food and treatments automatically added to your wash cycle every shower, guarantee your hair will always be thick and lustrous. Growth can actually be rapidly stimulated to the degree that you could be completely shaved one evening, and wake up with a full shoulder-length mop the very next morning. It can also be halted, once a desired style is achieved… completely removing the need for a trim! 

The Algorithm can also tell what aesthetic styles your masters or mistresses prefer: adding curls, ringlets, straightness or even new natural pigments. Some sluts may even find their style cycles with the seasons, all without lifting a finger. No more burnt ears from curling tongs! 


And for those who like things a bit more… rough. Don’t worry girls, your roots will be strengthened. So Master or Mistress can drag you around by it all day long! 

Eyes/Eyelashes/Eyebrows 

Much like your hair, the Algorithm has free reign over manipulating the shape, tone and style of your eyebrows. In the words of our great-grandparents: ‘Those brows be always on fleek!’ 

Likewise, your eyelashes will most likely be fuller and longer than you could ever hope for without help. All the better to flutter seductively at your superiors. 

Your eyes themselves may also be improved a little. No-one wants a short-sighted whore. A wider gaze can be created by relaxing the muscles around here, and stimulating tear ducts can guarantee those glistening, watery orbs. Iris pigmentation can be altered to grant galaxy-deep greys and greens, or utterly piercing blues. No more bags from tiredness, either… Even after several sleepless nights, you’ll still be looking absolutely fuckable! 

Mouth 

Your ‘facepussy’ is obviously one of the most important features up at this end of your body. The Algorithm puts a lot of computation into giving you just that winning smile and lovely, luscious lips. Bone structure manipulation, bleaching toothpastes and calcium supplements might all sound scary… but surely it’s worth it to never find a loose or twisted tooth? 

The tongue is the most manoeuvrable muscle in the body, and you will find yours might become up to doubly so! Added length, proactive curling and extra texture might all be supplied by the Algorithm, ensuring any master or mistress will go wild when you go down on them. Of course, it’s still up to you to practise regularly and build up the stamina that reinforced muscle’s going to need. 

Neck/Airways 

You may be surprised at the amount of modifications that goes into this part of your body. But Adam’s apples need removing, gag reflexes overriding and vocal chords tuning to give you that perfect, sing-song voice. 

The Algorithm will make it so you could lie motionless all day, with any sized phallus buried in your throat… and still breathe easy. Which, incidentally, will also make you particularly adept at learning any wind instrument, should you wish to find an additional talent to entertain with in ‘downtime’. 

General Bone/Body Structure 

As a submissive, you will most likely be shorter than average… though this is not always the case. Sometimes a master or mistress wants to see someone 7 foot tall grovelling before them. 

Smooth lines and flexibility are always popular however, softened shoulder blades and a spine with enough added cartilage to be able to easily bend in two. You will find you have very little trouble taking up any position required of you, and be perfectly capable of holding it, restrained, for hours on end with only moderate discomfort. 

Hourglass shapes, thin waists and thick thighs are all a matter of preference, of course. But you will find it very difficult to put on weight in places that your owners don’t wish of you… even if they over-spoil you and deviate from the Algorithm’s regulatory diet. 


Breasts 

Love pillows come in all shapes and sizes and, regardless of what gender you may have been born, you should be proud of whatever adornments the Algorithm grants you. Big or small, soft or perky… it will have selected the set that fits you best and suits the needs of your future masters or mistresses. 

Added sensitivity is almost guaranteed, though the degree to which a slight breeze might send shivers down your spine will vary. You may find your nipples become almost permanently erect, advertising your constant state of readiness to everyone around you. 

In rare cases, constant non-pregnancy lactation may even be granted. A special gift for any master or mistress who really enjoys the taste of you. Most slutwives who have this boon describe it as a wonderful, regular bonding experience between them and their owners/owners’ houseguests. 

Buttocks/Anus 

Some masters enjoy the top half, others prefer the booty. Your ass is as much an area of aesthetic expression as the rest of you. Buttocks can be used for a surprising amount of sexual activities, and I’m sure by now any prospective slutwife has become used to the everyday amount of spanking/groping this area achieves from passing strangers. Be proud of every red mark you receive! It shows just how successful the Algorithm’s increases to your attraction have been. 

The back or ‘boi’ pussy is one that is shared by all sluts, regardless of any additional equipment. It is therefore vital that you maintain this important entrance as hygienically as possible; considering its other, secondary purpose. The Algorithm will help with this by strengthening the muscles inside and ensuring the interior passage is always kept as clear and empty as possible. The ‘Slut’s Drop’ is a slang term for the singular, powerful bowel movement most submissives experience once a day. Encouraged by medicinal and dietary arrangements and almost always timeable to a regular, daily schedule. 


Beyond that, the area tends to have been made a lot more stretchy and malleable than you might expect, without compromising tightness. You will find that an entire fist, or several penises at once, can actually fit quite comfortably in your darker caverns. Keeping a large toy, tail or set of beads inside all day long should really present very little issue, with practice. 

Genitalia 

This is, of course, the most obviously thought-of area in regards to the Algorithm’s adjustments. However it is worth reminding that, upon being declared a slutwife, your whole body is effectively a tool for others’ pleasure and, as such, should really just be considered a sexual organ in it’s entirety. 

From the moment you were born, the Algorithm will have been keeping track of your wants and needs; deciding which outdated ideas of ‘gender’ might best suit you as an individual. Whether you have a penis, vagina or both… all that matters is that you employ them towards your fundamental purpose: To fulfil the desires of your masters or mistresses. 

Penis/Testicles 

Much like their breasts, the penises of slutwives come in all shapes and sizes. Yours might be so small and hairless that it may as well be considered a clitoris, completely incapable of becoming erect. It could also be far bigger than any your owners possess, too large really for any but their other, specially modified pets, to take on. 


You may have extra sets of testicles grown within your ballsack, in order to produce incredible fountains of ejaculate… or you may have none at all, and a cock that is permanently erect: a natural, fleshy dildo for your mistress to endlessly enjoy. 

Learn to love your particular shaft, whatever shape it may take. It belongs to someone else, after all, and should be considered their precious property. 

Vulva/Labia/Vagina 

The front pussy, or vagina, is nature’s breeding hole. Should you have one it is possible the Algorithm has determined that your masters might want to put a baby in you some day. Mixing the lineages of their pets with those of their friends is something of a pastime for many dominant households. However, it is equally likely that you have been made completely sterile… so that your owners and any of their friends and guests can cum in you at will, again and again, beyond the Algorithm's contraceptive measures. Of course, the only way you will know is if your masters choose to tell you. 

As a rule, this area will be generally hairless… though some still prefer to have a fucktoy with a little bush. The size and shape of the labia will be determined and unchanging, no matter what exertions they go through. Your tightness and sensitivity in this region will also vary, slut to slut. Some masters or mistresses will insist on keeping vibrating toys, additional cocks or even accessory purses and useful tools inside you at all times. Remember: your insides are as much their property as anywhere else. If they want to use you as little more than extra storage space, that is up to them. 

Be reassured that, whatever happens. However many phalluses or fists are shoved inside you at once… The Algorithm’s soothing efforts will restore you to full working order, soon enough. Ready to face tomorrow’s challenges too! 

Legs/Feet 

Though not an especial fetish for everyone, a slutwife’s legs and feet still stand as extended features of their sexuality in general. Long, smooth, hairless legs being flashed in the sun are an almost universal sign of a human sextoy, ready to serve. 

High heels and proper posture will allow you to show off everything you’ve got, without seeming tacky or flaunting. Swaying hips and a welcoming thigh gap offer plenty of opportunity to show appreciation to your owners. Additional cartilage in the knees was also a thoughtful consideration added by the Algorithm a few generations in, considering the amount of time spent down on them. 

While, should you have a master or mistress who does prescribe to that particular fetish… You can be certain the powers that be will provide wonderfully smooth insteps, perfectly straight toes and never a callus or bunion in sight! 
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